CHAPTER THIRTY-ONE
IN the revival of Rosemary^ I was booked to appear for one night in the Metropolitan Theatre at Rochester, Minnesota, the home of the Mayo brothers. When I reached the theatre I found it was a horrible hole. The condition of things behind the scenes was shocking, to say the least. I was infuriated with my stage manager, because he hadn't told me about the theatre. He had gone there during the day in time to have had something done. At least there might have been some cleaning done.
I wrote to the health officer, who happened to be one of the Mayo brothers, and told him of the desperate condition of the theatre. He went with the mayor of the town to see the place and ordered the theatre closed until it should be renovated and cleaned.
I had a feeling that I had not done myself any good, for I had to give my performance, but that I had bettered the place for the next touring company. I wrote to Charles Frohman about the matter, and the last letter I ever received from him informed me that this nervous actor took the paper, looked at the mess of meaningless type and with a cry, fled madly.ish: "He speaks no German. He speaks only Czech."E RIDGELEY   Madge Girdlestone
